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Friedrich Hall God playing hide and seek with the clouds
. . /But you haven't yet told me what you'll miss most
of all?

Christine Hall. Our old musical clock.

Friedrich Hall I had it from my father, and he inherited
it from his father,

Christine Hall It's so old now that it plays only when it
wants to. It stops suddenly and then, after a while,
begins to play again.

[The telephone rings.]

[IDA HALL jumps up.]

Julie. I'll go and answer it,
[JULIE goes out.]

Ida Hall. If it's for me, call me at once.
Friedrich Hall Who'd ring up so late, Ida?
Ida Hall. How late is it?

Werner von Grotjahn. Exactly half-past eight,

[IDA HALL sighs.]
Aren't you well, Mamma?

Ida Hall I'm as fit as a fiddle.

Paul von Grotjahn. Of course, a young woman like you!

Ida Hall I don't make any claim to be young any longer,
at any rate not after today ... The mother of a married
daughter.
[JULIE comes in.]